234                        SILENT IS THE VISTULA
grabbed my hand and squeezed it till it hurt He looked up toward'the sil\er cloud of planes, coming lower now, in formations of se\en
"Good Lord?" he shouted. "Look, just look!''
The planes were American. They went on toward Warsaw, but already black puffs emitted by German antiaircraft began breaking around them Then, before our very eyes, the small shapes of the parachutes detached themselves from the planes, opening as they descended At first there were dozens, then hundreds, then, it seemed, thousands of them. Some were white, some dark
A few German trucks tore past the camp, toward Warsaw, and my heart pained at the thought that they might get some of the American supplies. It looked to us as though many of the parachutes had landed ahead of their schedule, not over Warsaw, but over the suburban small town of Wlochy. The German lorries roared down the road. Shortly we heard the yapping of machine guns, too, without knowing at whom they were shooting.
Three American planes burst out in flames now. We watched them go down in black trails of smoke Then we saw the crews bail out I prayed hard that their chutes would open well and that they would land safely. I held my fists clenched tight till the knuckles whitened Mr. Stanislaw stood by me, and followed with his eyes the fall of the burning planes. He cned unashamedly, noisily, like a child.
The formations fiew on, eastward, but still there were hundreds of parachutes in the air, swaying with the wind, coming down gently to earth. It was impossible to see from our distance what the parachutes were bringing. And then we saw the snake of the transport train approaching the camp.
We went to the gate for the arrival of the new trainload from Warsaw. There were over three thousand people in that transport, and the unloading lasted almost two hours